





Chats With the Editor 


Smashed Gates 


It was the talk of the town. 

“He came in this afternoon,” one excited 
woman whispered. 

“Just before the gates closed,” another 
added. 

“And I saw him going up that street 
over there,” said someone else. 

“I know what house he went into,” 
boasted a fourth. 

“But are you really sure it was Samson?” 
asked one of the boys. 

“Of course it was,” a girl answered. “A 
man as big and strong as he is, you couldn’t 
miss anywhere.” 

“But it seems so crazy for an Israelite to 
come here,” a woman marveled. “Our sol- 
diers can catch him so easily. You’d think 
he’d have more sense.” 
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And you would, wouldn’t you? Yet the 
whispers in Gaza were right. Samson, the 
leader God had picked to be the champion 
of His people, had gone to have fun in one 
of the chief cities of the enemy. You can 
read about it in Judges 16: “Then went 
Samson to Gaza. ... And it was told the 
Gazites, saying, Samson is come hither. And 
they compassed him in, and laid wait for 
him all night in the gate of the city, and 
were quiet all the night, saying, In the 
morning, when it is day, we shall kill him.” 

“Let’s capture him right now!” some of 
the younger soldiers must have said. “Why 
wait till morning?” 

“You don’t know Samson,” the older sol- 
diers doubtless replied. “We wouldn’t want 
to tackle him in the dark. He’s much too 
dangerous.” 

So the guards waited. And somehow 
word reached Samson. Suddenly he real- 
ized his danger, and how foolish he had 
been. He got up right away, in the middle 
of the night, and tried to leave. 

Of course, he found the gates shut and 
barred. He might have simply broken the 
lock and pushed a gate open. But not Sam- 
son. He lifted a gate into the air, along 
with the posts that were on both sides of 
it, and the heavy iron bar that was used to 
lock it, hoisted them onto his back, and 
deposited them on top of a hill. Then he 
went home. 

Here’s the lovely thing I like to think 
about. Perhaps in Gaza that night there 
was some ordinary, average Israelite who 
had gone down to do things he shouldn’t. 
When the gates were closed, he was trapped, 
for he couldn’t possibly open them. But 
when Samson broke the gate, every weak, 
faltering Israelite could escape. 

Better than that! Sometimes we do things 
we shouldn’t. Sometimes we find ourselves 
on Satan’s ground. We feel we are caught, 
and there is no way out. Cheer up! Jesus, 
God’s greatest champion, went right into 
the enemy’s camp, not to sin, but to make 
us free. He smashed the gates of hell io 
ever and ever. Read 1 Corinthians 10:13. 
Whenever we are tempted, thank God, 
there is always a way to escape! 


Your friend, 


a Ware 

















Glass in the Rye 


By INEZ BRASIER 


pian HASTINGS opened the Bible 
early one morning more than a hundred 
years ago and read a few verses to the fam- 
ily. Then he prayed that God would pro- 
tect them all from harm and danger during 
the day. 

“We need rye flour,” Mother Hastings 
said a little later. 

“Tll sack up two bushels now and have 
it ground this forenoon,” Father Hastings 
assured her. 

He loaded the full sack onto the light 
wagon and started for the mill. 

The old horse ambled down the road, 


now and then switching his tail at a fly. 
His heavy steps on the bridge echoed up 
and down the small stream he had crossed 
a thousand times. But suddenly he backed 
up. 
“Whoa! Whoa there!” Mr. Hastings ex- 
claimed. “What's the matter with you?” 

He tried to guide the horse across the 
bridge, but the horse would not be guided. 
He jumped and turned till the two back 
wheels were over the guard rail at the side 
of the bridge. The wagon tipped, and the 
sack of rye fell into the river. The wagon 
almost went in too. To page 18 
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The horse backed until the rear wheels went over the edge and the rye fell into the water. 
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The Wild Red Cow 


By SHIRLEY ELLIOTT 


UDY BISHOP dashed out of the fifth- 

grade room so fast she nearly fell on her 
face, and her feet flew down the dusty 
country road toward home. This was the 
day when her father was going to buy the 
cow. 

Judy had a special fondness for cows. 
She hoped the one her father brought home 
would be a gentle little Jersey like the one 
her cousin across the creek had, with sweet- 
smelling breath and deep brown eyes, and a 
friendly disposition. 

She slowed down when she reached the 
front gate. Her father would scold her if 
she ran in hot and dusty. She must try to 
walk like a lady, not like a “harum-scarum 
tomboy,” as her father put it. 

Dad was hoeing the weeds in the vegeta- 
ble patch in front of the house. When he 
saw Judy he looked up and grinned. 

She jumped up and down. 
Daddy! Did you get the cow?” 

“Simmer down, gal! You’re making more 
noise than a stuck pig! She’s around in back, 
by the chicken coop.” 

Judy rushed to the chicken coop. 

She saw the cow. 

She was horrified! 

The gentle little Jersey she had hoped 
for was nothing but a huge, ugly, red mon- 
ster. When Judy stepped close to it, it low- 
ered its head and let out a loud “Braah!” 
It rolled the whites of its eyes in a men- 
acing way, and Judy jumped back in a 
hurry. The cow was nothing like the little 
one that belonged to her cousin. 

Judy burst into the house. Her mother 
was busy at the sewing machine and turned 
and looked at her. Judy started to cry. 


“Daddy! 


“Why, Judy! Whatever is the matter?” 

“Mamma!” Judy wailed. “Why did daddy 
get that awful red cow? She looks like a 
bull! And I thought she was going to charge 
at me.” 

Judy’s mother pulled her close. A stray 
lock of her brown hair fell across Judy's 
forehead. 

“Judy, you mustn’t make such a fuss. She’s 
going to make a wonderful cow. I know 
she isn’t much for looks, but your father 
got her at a bargain because she’s part range 
cow.” 

“But she gave me a dirty look!” 

“Oh, I don’t think she would really try 
to hurt you. You'll just have to avoid getting 
too close to her for a few days until she 
gets used to us.” 

“But, Mamma! I wanted a cow for a pet!” 
Judy began to wail again, louder than be- 
fore. 

“Judy! Stop that noise! You're ten years 
old, and too big to cry. Your father will 
hear you and get his feelings hurt. He's 
proud of that cow, because it’s the first cow 
we've had since we came to California. Why 
don’t you wash up and help me get supper 
ready? Maybe she'll be your pet if you 
have a little patience.” 

As Judy set the table she kept thinking 
about the red cow and wondered how any- 
one could ever make a pet out of such a 
creature. By the time the family was throug 
eating, she decided she would at least tr 
to make friends, because after all, it looked 
as though this cow was the only one they 
were going to have. 

Her father seemed overjoyed with the 
prospect of milking it. 
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“Want to watch me milk her, Judy? I'll 
show you how I used to milk ’em back in 
Kansas. Milked forty cows before breakfast.” 
He pushed his chair back from the table. 

“Well, O.K., Daddy.” Judy hoped the 
cow would be in a peaceful mood. 

The red cow was still staked out behind 
the chicken coop. When they walked up 
she lowered her head, and Judy decided to 
stand back at a safe distance. 

Judy’s father had his milk pail in one 
hand and the milk stool in the other. He 
plopped the pail down, straddled the new 
milk stool, and went to work. 

The cow stood very still. Father was ob- 
viously pleased. He had the pail almost filled 
when suddenly the cow jerked her head up 
and down. 

“Daddy! Look out!” Judy yelled. 

It was too late. Crash! went the cow’s 
foot against the pail, and the warm milk 
whitened the ground. 

“Whoa! Whoa!” father yelled. 

Wham! went the milk stool. An instant 
later, it lay upside down under the willow 
tree where the cow had kicked it, and Mr. 
Bishop sat on the ground. 

“Why, you... you... Jezebel!” he 
shouted at the cow. 

“Is Jezebel that wicked woman in the 
Bible?” Judy asked. 

“Yes. And this is the wickedest cow I 
ever saw!” 

The next morning, before Judy went to 
school, she watched the cow do the same 
thing. She knew that her parents were dis- 
appointed when her father had to drive the 


old Chevrolet five miles to town to buy 
milk. By this time it seemed sure that the 
name “Jezebel” would stick. 

That evening, Judy watched her father 
strap Jezebel’s back legs together before he 
milked. It seemed to dumfound the cow. 
For several days she seemed almost gentle, 
and even let Judy stroke her head. 

The next Sabbath, Jezebel broke loose 
from her stake and got into the apricot or- 
chard. The milk was so bitter that night 
with the taste of apricot leaves that even 
the cats turned away from it. 

When school vacation came, the cow 
was still getting into one thing or another 
all the time. Judy had made little headway 
in taming her. Once in a while, Jezebel let 
Judy stroke her head. Father spoke of selling 
her to the stockyard for beef, but when the 
apricots grew ripe he was so busy that he 
forgot about it. 

One hot day in the middle of fruit season, 
Judy sat on the front porch writing a letter. 
She had the strangest feeling that some- 
one was watching her. She looked up. There 
stood the red cow. 

“Jezebel! What are you doing here?” 
Then she saw that the cow’s chain was 
snapped in two near her neck. 

“Braah!” the cow bawled. She took off 
across the alfalfa field, headed toward Mr. 
Carlos’s place. 

“Come back! Come back!” Judy yelled. 
“Mamma! Daddy! Come quick! Jezebel’s 
loose!” 

Judy’s mother ran out from the house, 

To page 19 
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The wild red cow charged across the field and plowed into the trays of drying apricots. 
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Chapter 8: Brother Martin Interrupts the Meeting 


Candle for California 


By VIRGIL 


If you missed the last chapter: 


Enemies tried hard to stop the good work Elder 
Loughborough was doing in California. Some of the 
local ministers called in the editor of a very im- 
portant paper known as the California Christian 
Advocate to preach eins the elder. But only twelve 
people went to hear him. He went home and wrote 
a stinging article in the paper about Adventists. But 
this enemy only helped the cause, For Mr. William 
Hunt, a miner living hundreds of miles away, read 
the article and sent Elder Loughborough a letter ask- 
ing to buy the books on prophecy that the article 
mentioned. Then another enemy, smallpox, forced the 
meetings at the tent to stop. But by this time Merritt 
Kellogg had returned to California with an M.D. 
degree, and he treated the sick so well that many of 
them turned from their own churches to this new 
church with the helpful doctor and the kind minister. 
In this —- chapter, other enemies try to hinder 


the good work. 


OME and hear him! Come and hear the 

Right Reverend Mr. Fox! He will give 
a series of four lectures on the follies of 
Adventism in the Petaluma church begin- 
ning next Sunday night. Come! Hear the 
truth and be made free!” 

Thus did one of the opposition ministers 
advertise his plans to overthrow Adventism. 
Many people who had attended the tent 
meetings decided that they would like to 
hear what this minister had to say. Would 
he be able to prove from the Bible that the 
Adventist preachers were wrong? 

Among those who attended was old 
Brother Martin, a man who had gone 
through the Great Disappointment in New 
England twenty-five years before. As he lis- 
tened to the speaker describe how, on the 
“great day,” deluded watchers had climbed 
trees to be ready to be snatched away from 
the earth, Brother Martin muttered fiercely 
to himself, “How ridiculous. Where did he 
find that story?” But he returned the follow- 
ing week to hear the second lecture. This 
time the preacher tried to prove that the 
falling of the stars in 1833 was no sign of the 
near return of Jesus, but just something that 
happened every thirty-three years. 

“Why,” he went on to say, “my wife and 
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I sat up all night to watch the shower of 
stars in 1866, which was just like the one 
in 1833. She sat by a window on one side 
of the house, and I sat by a window on an- 
other side of the house. In the brief space 
of an hour, I counted eighteen falling stars, 
and my wife counted almost as many more 
on her side. Star showers like the one that 
fell in 1833 happen all the time. They are 
nothing to get excited about.” 

His remarks were rudely interrupted by a 
loud whistle of disgust followed by a rousing 
thud as Brother Martin’s cane hit the floor. 
Everyone turned to see what had caused the 
commotion, but the old man just sat there 
with a disgusted look on his face. The 
preacher found it difficult to continue. 

At the close of the meeting, Brother Mar- 
tin stood up and offered his apologies be- 
fore all the people. “Reverend, pardon me 
for that thump with my cane,” he explained, 
“and for the whistle. But when you told 
about counting eighteen stars in an hour, I 
was so astonished I forgot where I was. I 
saw the falling of the stars in 1833, and 
there were thousands of stars falling every 
minute. You might as well undertake to 
count the snowflakes in a blizzard as to have 
counted them. You say that you saw a simi- 
lar sight in 1866. NONSENSE!” 


ing in the tent, an Adventist brother cam 





One evening after the close of the cain 


forward followed by another man. 
“Excuse me, Elder Loughborough,” he 
said, “but here is a man who wants to 
meet you. He is from Nevada, and is staying 
at our lodging house here in Bloomfield.” 
“Of course,” replied Elder Loughborough 
with a smile as he extended his hand, “and 
his name is William Hunt, isn’t it? I have 
been corresponding with him since July, 


1869.” 











“Yes,” replied the stranger, “I am 
William Hunt. I have come to spend a 
few days here before leaving the United 
States.” Mr. Hunt spent five days in the 
village. On the last day he called on Elder 
Loughborough again. 

“Elder, I want that pair of charts you 
have been using in your meetings since you 
came to this State, and a copy of any of 
your books that I have not already pur- 
chased. I am sailing next week for New 
Zealand, and if things do not open up satis- 
factorily there, I shall go on to the dia- 
mond fields of South Africa.” 

“But, Brother,” Elder Loughborough pro- 
tested, “you had better take a new set of 
charts that are not on rollers; they will be 
nicer than these soiled ones, and easier to 
carry.” 

“No,” Mr. Hunt replied. “I want you to 
take the ones you have been using off the 
rollers. They have won many souls and I 
want them to continue to do so. I will pay 
the price of the new ones, which you can 
put on the rollers for your future use.” 


As the people went out, they put money into the 





This transaction completed, Mr. Hunt 
handed Elder Loughborough another ten- 
dollar gold piece saying, “I want to give 
you this as a present. I shall probably never 
see you again, but you will hear from me if 
I get safely through to my destination. I 
shall, by the Lord’s help, ever faithfully obey 
the truth.” He left, and later carried the 
light of truth into South Africa, where for 
many years he was the only Adventist. 

Months, years slipped by. Elder M. E. 
Cornell came to California to assist Elder 
Loughborough. Together they went to a 
small town, Woodland, to begin a series of 
meetings. As usual, the people came eagerly 
to hear the preachers and to buy their books. 

At the close of the ninth meeting, the 
crier of the town court arose and said to 
the people, “These men are talking to us 
about things we are deeply interested in. 
They have made no appeal, but we want to 
do something to help them with the ex- 
pense of the meetings. I am going to take 
up a collection, and I want you all to go 
down into your pockets and hand out freely.” 


hat of the man they thought had won the debate. 
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He then passed around his tall white 
beaver hat and collected $47.80. Others 
handed the preachers another $3.75 at the 
close of the service, making an offering of 
more than fifty dollars. 

The town crier did not seem entirely 
satisfied. He was present the following Sun- 
day night when the Sabbath truth was pre- 
sented. In response to a call from Elder 
Loughborough, more than thirty people 
promised to obey God’s commandment. 

The crier arose and spoke again. “I am 
not satisfied with the collection we took 
last Sunday evening. We did not get 
enough. There are others here who want 
to show their appreciation of what these 
men are teaching. And now, although the 
ministers are shaking their heads, I am go- 
ing to take another collection, so go down 
into your pockets and hand out liberally. 
These preachers deserve everything we give 
them, after all they have done for us.” 

Around went the tall beaver hat once 
more. When it was turned upside down on 
the table in front of the ministers and its 
contents counted, the total amounted to 
$41.10. 

While the ministers were still in Wood- 
land, a Professor Martin stood up and chal- 
lenged Elder Cornell to a debate. At the 


8 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


conclusion, all agreed that Elder Cornell 
had won. A short time later, Elder Cornell 
held a series of meetings in Yountville, 
where many of Professor Martin’s church 
members lived. Alarmed lest they accept the 
message Elder Cornell was preaching, Pro- 
fessor Martin journeyed to that place and 
challenged the elder to another debate. It 
was held, and Elder Cornell won an even 
greater victory than before. 

At the close of the debate, one of Profes- 
sor Martin’s supporters, Reverend McCorkel, 
stood and asked the people to take up a 
collection to pay the professor's expenses in 
coming all the way from Woodland. 

A man in the audience stood up. 

“I have no objection to taking up a col- 
lection, but I think it should be divided 
evenly between the two preachers.” 

“No,” objected Reverend McCorkel 
“That would hardly be fair, as Elder Cor- 
nell is living here in Yountville, while Pro- 
fessor Martin has come a long distance.” 

Another man arose. “I have a suggestion 
to make. There has been no official decision 
as to who won this debate. Let Elder Cor- 
nell put his hat on the table at the rear of 
the hall, and let Professor Martin put his 
there also. Then as the audience passes out, 


To page 16 




















Harry Learns That 


‘Twill Find You Out 


By NELLIA BURMAN GARBER 


nage class was nearly over, and 
Harry had done scarcely anything on 
his page. He did not like to make the letter 
K, and he did not understand why anyone 
in his right mind would waste time making 
it anyway. Several times Mrs. Lewis had re- 
minded him to hurry, but he just sat and 
dreamed. 

“It's time for recess!” Mrs. Lewis an- 
nounced, stepping to the blackboard. “May 
I see the hands of those who have not fin- 
ished all their work?” 

Two or three hands went up, and she 
wrote their names on the board, just to re- 
mind them to finish the writing after recess. 

“Is that all?” she asked, looking at Harry. 
She waited, expecting Harry to put up his 
hand, for she well knew that he had not 
done his writing. When Harry did not 
raise his hand, she asked, “Harry, did you 
finish?” 

“Yes,” said Harry. 

Mrs. Lewis said nothing, but stepped 
quickly to where the writing papers had 
been neatly stacked on her desk. Quickly 
she leafed through them. “I don’t see your 
paper here, Harry,” she said. “Where did 
you put it?” 

“Oh, it got torn, so I threw it in the 
wastepaper basket.” 

By this time, Mrs. Lewis was pretty sure 

at Harry was lying, so she dismissed the 
rest of the room but kept Harry in to find 
the paper. 

“I want to see the paper, Harry, so go to 
the wastepaper basket and get it for me.” 

Harry stood up, hesitated a moment, 
then swaggered to the basket by the piano. 
He took a very long time looking through 
all the rubbish and finally turned and said, 


“I guess one of the kids must have already 
taken it to the incinerator or 

But he did not finish his sentence, for at 
that very moment a breeze blew through 
the window and a paper sailed from his 
desk and flew across the floor. It was the 
writing paper he had quickly put into his 
desk when Mrs. Lewis had said it was time 
for recess. 
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Harry's eyes followed the paper until it 
finally came to rest just a few feet in front 
of Mrs. Lewis. But he could not force him- 
self to lift his eyes or to look her in the face. 

Mrs. Lewis just waited quietly until 
Harry was ready to talk. Finally, he said, 
“I guess I must have been mistaken.” 

Mrs. Lewis walked over and picked up 

To page 18 
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The Boy Who 


Threw Stones 


By GOLDIE DOWN 


| erg Jack Jones will come to no good 
end, you mark my words,” Bill muttered 
darkly. “He’s the most mischievous boy in 
the whole school, and the things he does 
out of school ” Bill was lost for words 
to describe the terrible activities of Jack 
Jones, and just shook his head in silence. 

“What! Do you have a bad boy in your 
school, too?” Uncle Jim asked as he walked 
into the room just in time to hear Bill's 
final pronouncement on Jack Jones's dismal 
future. 

“T'll say we do,” Bill sputtered. “He spoils 
the reputation of the whole school. The 
things he does—he'll come to a bad end. 
There’s no doubt about it.” 

“Oh, I wouldn’t say that, Bill,” Uncle Jim 
protested mildly. “Doubtless if he continues 
in his naughty ways he will come to no 
good, as you prophesy. But it is wonderful 
what the grace of God can do to bad boys. 
Have I ever told you about the bad boy we 
had at our school?” 

“No,” said Bill. “Did you really have one, 
Uncle Jim? Was he as bad as Jack Jones? 
What happened when he grew up? Did he 
become a criminal? This Jack Jones is sure 
to end in jail. He lies and steals and cheats 
an 

“Wait, wait!” laughed Uncle Jim. “There 
you go again, predicting a terrible fate for 
Jack Jones. But from what you say about 
him I think that Ben, at our public school, 
was even worse than your Jack. Ben was 
never happier than when he was fighting 
someone, and the other boy always came 
off worse. Ben lied and stole. Robbing or- 
chards was his specialty. Many times when 
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his parents thought him safely tucked in 
bed, Ben had sneaked out the window and 
was enjoying a feed of green apples or 
plums in somebody's orchard. 

“Ben cheated and swore. He told bad 
jokes. There wasn’t any evil that a small 
boy could think of that Ben didn’t do. But 
what he -really excelled at was stone-throw- 
ing. He delighted in throwing stones and 
smashing things. He would often start at 
one end of a street and walk the full length 
of it smashing every electric light bulb as he 
passed. His aim was perfect, and a trail of 
shattered glass marked his progress from 
post to post. He was cunning, too. He was 
rarely caught. His poor parents had no idea 
that he was such a terror.” 

“I don’t think Jack Jones e 
rupted Bill. 

“Hold it, son, let me finish the story,” 
advised Uncle Jim, and Bill muttered an 
apology and lapsed into silence. 

“One day Ben and another boy were 
walking home from school very late, as 
usual, because they had loitered along the 
way. They passed a house where the family 
were already sitting down for supper. The 
curtains were open, and the sight of su 
peace and contentment was too much f. 
Ben. Quick as thought, he picked up a stone 
and hurled it through the window, shower- 
ing the unsuspecting eaters with broken 
glass. Then before those people had re- 
covered from the shock, Ben and his pal 
were far away. 

“But once Ben got what was coming to 
him.” Uncle Jim paused and chuckled at 
the recollection. “The richest man on the 


inter- 
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street put a new white-enameled sign on 
his front gate that said in bold black letters, 
‘Hawkers and canvassers need not call.’ 

“Its shiny newness attracted Ben, and he 
took up a sharp stone and methodically ham- 
mered over the entire sign, grinning with 
satisfaction as he watched the white chips 
flying with each blow. Soon the words were 
completely obliterated, and the sign was 
an unsightly mess. But another boy had 
seen him do it, and he told the principal's 
nephew and the nephew told the prin- 
cipal, and so it came about that Ben was 
hailed before the whole school and publicly 
punished.” 

“Did it cure him?” Bill breathed eagerly. 

“Not at all. It only made him more care- 
ful. And the boy who told on him was not 
willing to walk home without a bodyguard 
for months afterward.” Uncle Jim thought 
for a minute. “Really, Bill, I could go on 
for hours telling the bad things that Ben 
did. As he grew up, of course, he left his 
childish pranks behind and went in for 
more adult vices—gambling, lying, swear- 
ing, fighting. Ben didn’t outgrow his love 
for a fight. When he walked out with his 
girl friend he would persuade her to walk 
a little ahead of him so that if another boy 
spoke to her or whistled to her, Ben could 
use that as an excuse for a fight.” 

“What a beast he must have been,” Bill 
ejaculated. 

“He was,” agreed Uncle Jim. “And Ben 
couldn’t keep a job, either. It was quite a 
relief to his parents when he decided to 
join the Army. They thought the discipline 
would do him good. And it did, as long as 
he was in camp. But when he was on leave 
he was as bad as ever. Within a year or two 
World War II broke out, and Ben itched 
to go abroad and have a cut at the enemy. 
War suited his fighting spirit, and he chafed 
as delay after delay kept him still in the 
homeland. 

“One day when he was on leave at his 
uncle’s house in the city he picked up a 
handbill that had been dropped in the mail- 
box. ‘Five Words That Spell Hitler's Doom,’ 
he read. ‘Hey, Uncle, are you going to at- 
tend that lecture?’ he asked. ‘I think Hitler 
is going to win this war, and I'd like to 
know what five words could stop him.’ 

“Well, Ben, I suppose I can go,’ replied 
the uncle, seeing Ben’s interest. And so 
they both attended the meeting. But when 
Ben found that it began with hymn singing 
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Ben got great pleasure from walking down a street 
and smashing every electric light bulb he passed. 


and a prayer he was thoroughly angry, and 
only the presence of his uncle and aunt 
kept him from walking out in disgust.” 

“Tll bet he was mad with himself for 
getting caught in a religious meeting,” Bill 
chuckled. 

Uncle Jim laughed too. “But wait till I 
tell you the rest of the story, Bill. Despite 
himself, Ben was interested. The subject 
was the great image in the second chapter 
of Daniel, and Ben had never dreamed that 
such things were in the Bible. He decided 
to go again, but very cunningly arrived late 
sO as to miss the hymns and prayer. His 
uncle and aunt never attended again, but 
Ben was fascinated by the Bible prophecies. 
Whenever he could get leave from the 
Army camp, he attended the meetings, 
sometimes traveling ninety miles over 
rough country roads from the military camp 
to the city to attend one meeting. 

The spirit of God began speaking to his 
heart. Ben recognized truth when he heard 
it, but he had always thought that religion 
was only for women and children, and so 
he fought it hard. He was a man of the 
world, and only God and the evangelistic 
team know how much prayer and work 
went into his conversion. But at last Ben 
gave in and decided to follow Christ and 
be baptized.” 

“Did he really?” Ben interrupted. 

“He really did,” confirmed Uncle Jim. 
“Later he was able to leave the Army and 
go to college. After some years studying he 

To page 18 
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Girl With the Beautiful Hair 


By ALTA PETERSEN 


Gore were the days when Alyce Givans 
came pestering every day of the week at 
the old green house where Minta Valie 
lived. 

There were still times when Minta 
yearned to apply sudden direct pressure to 
the tip of Alyce’s nose, and sighed when 
she realized it wasn’t the proper thing to do. 

Alyce still talked baby talk, and it made 
it hard for her at school. The students 
couldn’t understand her half the time, and 
she refused to try to talk better. 

On one thing Minta balked. She would 
not let Alyce walk home with her after 
school. She was three grades ahead of Alyce, 
and just because they were neighbors didn’t 
mean she had to be with the naughty little 
spoiled girl all her waking hours. 

Alyce’s mother was annoyed when she 
heard that Minta wouldn’t walk with her 
precious darling, and she wasn’t at all back- 
ward about saying so. But here Minta’s 
mother refused to step in. She knew per- 
fectly well that Minta would soon be with- 
out a friend her own age if she stuck with 
Alyce every noon and recess. Not only that 
—if Alyce chose to, she would snub Minta 
and make life miserable for her with taunts 
and ridicule at the slightest provocation. 

Minta was the first to see the new girl 
who came to school one day, and she won- 
dered just which grade she would be in. 
She saw only the back of the new girl as she 
climbed the stairs to the second floor. The 
sun was shining through the three big win- 
dows at the stair landing, and Minta could 
see—and almost envied—the reddish-golden 
glint to the beautiful brown curls that 


12 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


bounced like so many round springs as the 
new girl climbed the stairs. 

Minta’s hair was the same color, and in 
the sunlight it often seemed to be as much 
red as brown. But it was just straight strands 
of silk, not lovely, bouncey curls like the 
hair ahead. 

“Oh, good! She is turning in at grade six,” 
thought Minta, and her feet raced up the 
stairs. Then they slowed down. She glanced 
at her inexpensive cotton dress and scuffed 
brown oxfords. Maybe this girl would be 
as snooty and high-hat as some of the other 
girls in the room. 

She sighed wistfully. If the new girl was 
like that, then Joyce Callins, the dentist’s 
daughter, and Marlys Rogers, the druggist’s 
daughter, and Dotty Lindsay, the minister's 
daughter, would get to be her friend, and 
she wouldn’t even look at Minta—except to 
make unkind remarks about her clothes 
as the others often did when they got to feel- 
ing superior. 

One glance at the lovely dress the new girl 
wore sent Minta’s spirits even lower. 
Wouldn’t it be wonderful to have a dress— 
just one—of such elegant material? 

Quite unnoticed by Mrs. Johnson—their 
three-hundred-pound teacher—Mint 
slipped quietly down the aisle to her own 
desk. She pretended not to notice when the 
teacher left the room to tell the janitor that 
another desk would be needed. 

When Mrs. Johnson returned, her plump 
face was wreathed in smiles as she said, 
“Minta, this is Eena Knordt. She is going to 
have the desk next to yours. And I’m going 
to let you help her all you can. If there is any 


a 





— 


girl in the room you can depend on for a 
friend, Eena, it is Minta Valie. Would you 
like to show Eena our history workbooks, 
Minta?” 

Minta glanced up when her name was 
spoken. She blinked her eyes at the unex- 
pected compliment and started to say some- 
thing. Then she forgot what it was. The 
smile on her lips froze there, and for a mo- 
ment it felt as if her heart stopped beating 
as Eena turned and faced her. 

The brown curls still danced about Eena’s 
shoulders. But the face that turned to meet 
Minta’s gaze was the most horrible thing 
Minta had ever seen. There wasn’t an inch 
of it that wasn’t covered by a horrible scar. 
All of her face, from her hairline down into 
the neck of the lovely dress, was covered 
with those terrible marks. 

Eena’s eyelids were scarred. Her ear lobes 
were just a blob that merged into the neck. 
Her lips were drawn and distorted until it 
was hard to see where they began and 
ended. 

Eena’s fingers were almost as badly dis- 
figured, and parts of them had grown to- 
gether as though they had melted, and they 
had to move as one. 

Minta felt sick on the inside. Oh, the 
horror of it! To think that anyone should 


have to go through life so scarred. And Eena 
was sO young. 

But those eyes—! Would she ever forget 
them? 

They were a warm, beautiful brown, and 
soft as velvet. There were tears in them and 
something else that Minta couldn’t be sure 
of. Was it fear? Tragedy? Heartache? Home- 
sickness? Ah, well—it didn’t matter. 

Minta moved over in her seat. “You can 
sit with me until Mr. Leonard brings up 
your desk. Do you like school?” Minta sud- 
denly forgot that she was the shiest girl in 
the sixth grade, and was soon explaining 
about the books and lessons. 


“And, Mother,” she said as she ate her 
lunch, “she has the most beautiful voice.” 
“Singing?” asked Lilly, who couldn't carry 
a tune in a bucket with the lid welded on. 
“We had music just before noon, and she 
really can sing,” Minta agreed. “But just 
her talking voice is—well, beautiful. And, 


ae 
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Minta gazed enviously at the girl with the beautiful hair and hoped she would be in her class. 
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Mother, believe it or not, al] the girls in our 
room are as nice to her as can be.” 

“Even Joyce Callins?” This from Sally, 
who knew how stuck-up Joyce could be. 

“Even Joyce.” 

Mrs. Valie shook a warning finger at the 
young Valies. “Don’t let me ever hear that 
one of you ever said an unkind remark to 
her, or anyone else like her. It will be a 
rough day around here for someone if you 


O. 
Eena loved school. Because of the long 
days she had spent in the hospital, she had 
lost nearly a year of schooling and was try- 
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SOWING AND REAPING 
By MAURICE HILL 


Deeds of kindness, 
Sown through the hours, 
Will bear more blooms 
Than a garden of flowers. 


CAAA 


ing to catch up. She was a year older than 
most of the sixth-graders, but she didn’t 
seem to mind, for they were all so friendly. 

The fourth day her father was ill, and she 
stayed home to help him. It did him a world 
of good to learn that his poor daughter had 
met such a welcome, for he had expected 
her to have a bad time. She had been badly 
treated so many times before. People who 
have unsightly scars often are, you know. 

Harold Willis was a former neighbor of 
the Knordts and did a little explaining to 
the class while Eena was absent. “Eena’s 
mother is dead, and her father almost lost 
his mind when he came running up from 
milking and found Eena in flames. She had 
been trying to start the fire to get his break- 
fast when the can of fuel oil exploded all 
over her.” 

Even the boys ohed and ahed and sighed 
for their new classmate. “The flames burned 
all the hair off her head, but it came back 
in curly, and her eyelashes are twice as long 
and thick as they were. Honest, fellows and 
girls and Mrs. Johnson, I’m not kidding. Be- 
fore she was burned she was the prettiest 
girl I ever saw. You can ask any of her old 
neighbors, and they'll tell you the same. 
She was beautiful.” 
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“Was she a good student?” the teacher 
asked, wondering whether Eena’s good 
grades could be just because she was older. 

“She loved school and had pretty good 
grades. But after she was burned she 
wouldn’t go to school any more. She just 
cried because she was so ugly. The other 
children would run from her and call her 
names. Her dad has worked hard to get her 
to come back to school, and he’s very happy 
we treated her as we did.” He stared at the 
toe of his boot for a while. “And if I ever 
hear of anyone in this class treating her 
mean and hateful I’ll—T’ll beat the socks 
off them!” 

On Monday Mr. Knordt was able to go 
back to work, and Eena returned to school, 
happy and gay—a trifle shy and self-con- 
scious, but thrilled to be one of the sixth- 
grade girls. 

Just before the bell rang, ending the after- 
noon recess, seven of the girls, including 
Eena, went into the first-floor rest-room to 
wash the mud from their hands. They had 
been playing ball, and the boys had teas- 
ingly thrown it into a mud puddle. 

Minta was the last to dry her hands on 
the paper towels and was hurrying a little 
because the others were ready to go upstairs 
and she didn’t want to be last. Eena pushed 
open the swinging doors. 

At that precise moment, who should be 
coming into the washroom but Alyce Giv- 
ans? Now Alyce knew as well as every other 
student in school the reasons why Eena was 
disfigured. 

She pulled her body as far away from 
Eena as possible, as if she feared Eena might 
reach out and contaminate her with a touch 
of her scarred fingers. Minta knew what was 
coming and leaped toward her, but before 
she could clap a hand over Alyce’s mouth, 
Alyce Givans turned, and looking full into 
Eena’s eyes, gave a piercing scream as if ter- 
rified to death. 

The six girls were furious. There wasn’t a 
one of them who didn’t long to slap Alyce’s 








face. Oh, how they wanted to! As for Een 


—they all looked around the small room. 

Eena had vanished. 

“You horrid beast,” cried Nellie Goldner. 
“What did you do that for? You've hurt her 
feelings.” 

“So what?” Alyce tossed her blond hair 
flippantly. “I don’t like her looks. She’s ugly 
and repulsive, and I don’t want her coming 
to our school!” To page 18 














COMIC POISON 


By WILLIAM I. RANKIN 


ILLIAM!” 
I stiffened. There was dreadful warn- 
ing in that voice. 

Miss Fletcher stood over me, hands on 
her hips, glaring at the comic-character I 
had been drawing. “You're not doing your 
arithmetic.” 

I glanced around. The rest of my school- 
mates in the fifth grade had done several 


problems already. I turned a page of my 
tablet guiltily and scribbled the figures for 
problem No. 1. I could still feel Miss Fletch- 
er’s presence glaring at the back of my 
neck, and I knew that her face was almost 
as red as her hair, for that was the color it 
always turned when she was provoked. 

How I hated arithmetic! And how often 
I whiled away the time by drawing comic 
pictures when I should have been doing 
problems. 

The other children clamored to see these 
drawings. “You really have a talent,” they'd 
say. It made me feel like an important 
person, and I would gladly draw more 
comic pictures for anyone who compli- 
mented me. 

Often during the noon hour, after our 
lunches were eaten, someone would say, 
“William, come on and draw us some pic- 
tures—some funny pictures for laughs.” 
Only too glad to cooperate, I would dig out 
a tablet and set to work sketching well- 
known figures from the funny papers. 

Mother was a devoted church member 
and frowned on the gaily colored comics in 
the Sunday papers, but dad always bought 
a copy of every paper on the stand and 
brought them home each week. Thus, these 
questionable Sunday visitors caught my 
fancy, and encouraged by my schoolmates, 
I drew them over and over, becoming quite 
skilled at the game. 

The boys and girls were always delighted, 
but the teachers despaired of my ever pass- 
ing grammar and arithmetic so long as I 
wasted so many school hours. 

One day I was hailed by a boy in a little 
cluster of fellows at the far corner of the 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 


Before | knew it, someone had handed me a pen and 
| was drawing a comic-book picture on a boy's arm. 
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playground. I went slowly, wondering what 
was up. The boys made a circle around me 
and excitedly told me their plan. 

“Look,” the ringleader said, “you can 
draw good pictures. Why can’t you draw 
them on our arms? We'll look tattooed like 
sailors.” It was a new idea to me, and I had 
to think about it. The other boys, however, 
already thought it a grand idea and were 
very enthusiastic, urging me to start at once. 

“I—I don’t know,” I said. “I mean, is it 
all right? Will it hurt?” I wondered also 
what the parents of the boys would think 
when they saw the pictures, but there was 
no getting out of it. Before I knew it, some- 
one had pushed a fountain pen into my 
hand and I was drawing on something other 
than paper for the first time. 

The human flesh was harder to draw on 
than paper, but when a picture was com- 
pleted, the onlookers squealed with delight, 
and I continued on one arm after another, 
drunk with praise. I soon became aware 
that the group of boys had grown to great 
proportions, with a few girls pressing in to 
see what all the excitement was about. 

Future recess periods became wearisome 
with requests to draw some favorite funny 
pictures on arm or leg. Great numbers of 
boys and even a few girls sported pictures 
under a sleeve that could be quickly drawn 
down to hide the spectacle from the disap- 
proving looks of a teacher. 

Then Miss Fletcher made her announce- 
ment in class. “The drawing with ink on 
arms and legs will have to stop.” She sent 
a meaningful glance in my direction. “It is 
dangerous to any boy or girl who might 
have a cut or scratch, because ink can be 
poisonous in the blood stream.” 

I felt that she was talking directly to 
me, and I decided that I would not yield 
to any more requests to draw on arms. But 
if I thought it was to be that easily stopped, 
I had a surprise in store. Many boys were 
more determined now than ever to have a 
“tattoo.” My protests and refusals meant 
nothing to them, and before long I had 
given in and was drawing in hidden places 
behind shrubs and in remote corners of the 
building. But one day the drawing came to 
a definite stop. 

Before dismissing for morning recess on 
this particular day Miss Fletcher said, “I 
want William to stay in at recess.” I re- 
ceived a lot of sympathetic looks from stu- 
ents as they filed out to play. 
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“William, come to my desk, please.” The 
voice was stern, and Miss Fletcher’s face 
looked more red now than I had ever no- 
ticed it before. I stood meekly before her 
big desk. My throat was dry. 

“Bill Harris did not come to school this 
morning,” she said, looking straight at me. 
I dropped my eyes to the floor. I didn’t know 
how Bill Harris’s sickness should affect me, 
but judging by Miss Fletcher's tone, I knew 
I was in trouble. So I stood and wondered 
why Bill hadn’t come to school. 

“Bill Harris is in the hospital,” Miss 
Fletcher paused for emphasis, “with blood 
poisoning.” 

My heart skipped a beat. Now I knew 
what the connection was. She knew all along 
about my “tattoo work,” and her warnings 
to the class returned to my mind in a rush. 
She blamed me for Bill’s hospitalization. I 
couldn’t have felt worse if she had slapped 
me. 

“Oh, no. Not really—the hospital?” I 
murmured, wide-eyed. 

“His trouble was caused by ink from a 
drawing on his arm,” Miss Fletcher ex- 
plained. “Some scratches on his arm became 
infected.” 

I wanted to ask her how he was. With 
panic I thought, “What if he should die?” 
I felt as if I had been condemned before a 
judge’s desk. I promised Miss Fletcher em- 
phatically that I would do no more drawing 
on boys’ and girls’ arms, ever. 

Three weeks later Bill Harris came back 
to school looking thin and pale. No one 
was more relieved to see him than I was, 
and I was glad that I had kept my promise 
to Miss Fletcher. 


Candle for California 
From page 8 


each man can put his donation into the hat 
of the man he thinks is the winner.” 
Reverend McCorkel was reluctant to 
agree, but the idea seemed so very fair that 
the plan was put into effect. The tent master 
stood near the door, watching the money 
being put into Professor Martin’s hat. It 
amounted to about $2.50. When Elder 
Cornell counted the silver and gold in his 
hat, he found it amounted to more than 
thirty dollars. It was a clear indication as to 
what the people thought of the debate. 


(The story will end next week.) 














Beware the warning zing! 


Know Your Ropes! 


By ENOLA CHAMBERLIN 


7 have seen ropes, plenty of them. You 
have seen the snappy little crickety ropes 
you play jump-rope with, and the slow, 
heavy hippopotamus ropes that tow a dis- 
abled ship into port. And you have seen the 
many sizes of rope in between. 

But have you ever really looked at a rope? 
Have you taken one apart and examined it 
to see how wonderfully it is made? Do you 
know what ropes are made of? 

Ropes go everywhere, do many things. 
Small rope, called cordage, binds up our 
harvests. Larger ropes tie mountain climbers 
together. Other ropes hang from the sides 
of ships, making ladders for seamen to climb 
up and down. Ropes hold scaffolding for 
men to stand on while they paint tall build- 
ings or wash high windows. Nylon ropes tie 
a falling airman to his parachute. 

Most are made of hemp, sisal, jute, hene- 
quen, and coir; and most of this comes from 
the steamy heat of tropical countries. Cotton 
and flax, used in some ropes, grow in many 
places. Nylon, the newest material for ropes, 
comes out of a factory. 

This rope material arrives at a rope fac- 
tory in bales. The loosened fibers are 
sprinkled with oil and passed in layers 
through a machine called a spreader. Then 
they are combed and come out ready for 
spinning. The yarn whirrs into the bobbins, 
and the spinning begins. The machine 


twists the yarn one way to make the strands. 
Later the strands are twisted the opposite 
way to make rope. Changing the direction 
like this keeps the rope from unwrapping 
itself. 

Lives so often depend on a rope, that men 
who rely on ropes have come to know many 
things about them. They know that a rope 
does not break all at once. It parts com- 
pletely only when the strongest strand goes 
to pieces. But before this happens the 
weaker strands give way, and they do not 
do this without warning. 

If you pull too hard, or place too heavy 
a weight on a rope, the fibers in one of the 
strands may pull apart. As they do so a little 
zimg runs along the rope. The whole rope 
whines and whimpers like a lost puppy. 
That noise is the danger signal! It tells that 
fibers are letting go. 

If the weight or pull continues, the strand 
breaks. Snapping one strand throws extra 
stress on the others, and they may sever be- 
fore their fibers have time to wail a protest. 
People who play safe heed that first, thin 
scream of complaint. They remove the rope 
at once and put a new one in its place. 

It makes us think of that mysterious rope 
that binds us to God and our Saviour. We 
want to be sure that we are always bound 
firmly to Jesus. Beware that first sin, which 
weakens the connection! 
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The Boy Who Threw Stones 
From page 11 


became an evangelist. His one aim was to 
preach the Word publicly and convert other 
young people as he had been converted and 
saved from his wicked ways. Now he is 
preaching in the mission field. I know him 
well, and you'd never believe to see him 
now that he was once the boy who loved to 
fight and throw stones.” 

Bill got the point. “I suppose,” he con- 
ceded slowly, “that there is some hope for 
Jack Jones then. Maybe if I prayed for him 
more and criticized him less he might be 
converted and r 

“That's the way,” approved Uncle Jim. 
“As far as I know, Ben had no schoolmate 
to pray for him. But if you pray for Jack, 
he might not have to wait till he is grown 
up before he gives his heart to God.” 

“Til try it, anyway,” Bill promised 
solemnly. 








Glass in the Rye 
From page 3 


Neighbors living mear came running. 
They helped to get the back wheels up 
onto the bridge and fished the sack from 
the water. 


By now the old horse was as slow and 
quiet as usual, but Father Hastings knew 
he could not take the wet grain to the grist- 
mill. He would have to dry it first. He drove 
back home. 

Mother Hastings hurried out. “Oh! You're 
back soon, and you're all wet. What hap- 
pened?” 

Father Hastings shook his head as he 
told her about the horse’s strange behavior. 
“Now please bring some sheets and spread 
them on the ground. We'll have to dry the 
rye. 

As the Hastings spread the rye so it 
could dry quickly, Father Hastings told 
more about the way the horse had acted. 
“It was so strange.” 


“Look here!” Mother Hastings exclaimed. 
“Thousands of shiny particles all through 
the rye. What are they?” 

Father Hastings looked closely. “Glass! 
I remember! Some of the workmen 
smoothed the ax handles a few weeks ago. 
They laid the handles across the rye barrel 


18 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


and rubbed the wood with pieces of glass. 
They must have worked these thousands of 
little bits loose, and, of course, they fell 
into the rye. There is enough glass here 
to have killed us all.” 

“God is good to us,’ Mother Hastings 
whispered. “Surely it was He who made our 
lazy old horse almost tip the wagon off the 
bridge. Let us thank Him now for protect- 
ing us.” And she dropped to her knees in 
glad thankfulness for this strange answer 
to father’s morning prayer. 


"Twill Find You Out 
From page 9 


the paper, folded it into quarters, and tore 
it into a hundred pieces. She handed the 
bits to Harry with instructions to throw 
them away. 

Harry felt relieved. This was working 
out much better than he had planned! 

But the end was not yet! 

Mrs. Lewis pulled a sheet of paper from 
Harry’s notebook and placed it on his desk. 
“I guess that first sheet was not meant to 
be your writing lesson, Harry, so I have 
another one for you.” 

She stooped over and wrote something 
on the top of the paper. “You are to write 
that sentence twenty times before you go 
home for lunch.” Then she sat him down, 
saw to it that he began to write, and went 
outside to play with the other children. 

Left alone in the classroom, Harry had 
plenty of time to think as he wrote over 
and over again, “Be sure your sin will find 
you out. Be sure your sin will find you 
out. Be sure...” 





Girl With the Beautiful Hair 
From page 14 


The bell rang and the sixth-grade girls, 
still very angry, marched upstairs to their 
own room and Mrs. Johnson. They ex- 
pected to find Eena sitting at her desk in 
tears, but they didn’t. 

Alyce Givans had her way. 

Eena had walked out the schoolhouse 
door, and she never entered the building 
again. Her schooling ended right there, the 














minute Alyce screamed so unkindly at her. 
Two years later she slipped away from her 
father’s loving care and was married. Yes— 
she went across the State line at the age of 
fourteen and married a man_ forty-seven 
years old. 

Today Minta and Alyce are much older, 
but even now Minta cannot look at the 
beautiful complexion of Alyce Givan’s face 
without thinking of the ugly, disfiguring 
scars that Eena wore on the outside but that 
Alyce carried inside, close to her heart. 

Burns and injuries can scar you for life, 
and be something horrible for the world to 
see. But the scars of selfishness and un- 
kindness people carry in their hearts dis- 
figure them for eternity. 

If you have any there, let the Master 
Surgeon perform the operation that will 
take them away and prepare you for the 
kingdom—it’s free. 





The Wild Red Cow 
From page 5 


wiping her hands on her apron. Father 
rushed in from the orchard. 

“She’s heading for Frank Carlos’s dried 
apricots!” he groaned. 

Judy and her father and mother dashed 
across the field behind the cow. Judy saw 
Mr. Carlos’s apricots spread out in neat rows 
on wooden trays drying in the sun. 

Judy’s father lunged for Jezebel’s short 
length of chain, but Jezebel was too fast 
for him. Crrrunch! Her hoofs sank into 
the freshly cut fruit and the thin trays. 
Father tried to head her off, but she just 
kept going down the row. At that moment, 
Mr. Carlos drove in from his cutting shed in 
his ancient Ford truck. Judy wondered what 
he was going to do. He got out of his truck 
and stood very still. Suddenly his face turned 

deep purple. He waved his arms up and 


# @ow and yelled something in Portuguese 





at the top of his voice. Away he ran, after 
the red cow. Judy's father and mother were 
right behind him. Judy dragged along at 
the back, for she was getting tired. 

“Head her off!” Judy's father shouted. 
“She’s going toward Tony Silva’s trays!” 

The cow barged right into Tony Silva's 
place. Mr. Silva and a worker were stacking 
trays of dried fruit. 

“Look out, Tony!” Frank Carlos yelled. 
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God Sends Help to Every Junior 


December 
4. John 15:26 _—_—Help to believe 
5. John 14:18 Not alone 
6. John 16:7 He is sent to us 
7. John 16:13 Guide us to all truth 
8. John 16:14 He makes things plain 
. John 13:20 Believe God’s messengers 
10. John 16:33 Christ the source of peace 








Judy realized that if Mr. Silva hadn't 
turned around in time, the cow would have 
knocked him off his feet. The old man 
shouted in Portuguese and jumped up and 
down at the same time. Suddenly the cow 
turned around and headed back through 
Mr. Carlos’s prune orchard, knocking down 
branches as she ran. “Get on the truck!” 
Frank Carlos yelled. 

They all made a dash for the truck. Judy 
and her mother climbed up on the back, 
Tony Silva got on one running board, and 
Judy's father got on the other. Frank Carlos 
drove the truck right down through the 
middle of the orchard. Judy thought Jezebel 
never would get tired, but finally the cow 
stopped in her tracks and waited for Judy's 
father to come and get her. 

That night, when Judy lay in her bed, 
she heard mother and father talking in the 
living room. 

“That settles it,” her father was saying. 
“Monday, that critter goes to the stockyards 
for sure. If the meat company picked up 
on Sundays, she would go tomorrow.” 

“We should be thankful that they didn’t 
make us pay for the damaged fruit,” her 
mother said. 

“Yes, you're right about that. But Jezebel 
must go.” 

Judy felt sorry. Even though she had 
never been able to tame her, she had grown 
fond of the red cow. 

On Sunday, Judy's father told her he was 

To page 22 
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Lesson theme for the fourth 


Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 





quarter: "Christ-Centered Doctrines" 


XI—How Christ Will 


Come Again 


(December 10) 


Memory VERSE: “And, behold, I come quickly; 
and my reward is with me, to give every man 
according as his work shall be” (Revelation 


22:12). 
SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read these Scripture passages that tell us 
about the coming of Jesus—1 Thessalonians 4:16, 
17, Luke 9:26, and Revelation 1:7. Read the 
memory verse several times. Continue commit- 
ting it to memory during the week as you do 
each lesson assignment. 


SUNDAY 
Coming Certainly 


Open your Bible to Matthew 24. 


Satan wants to deceive people about Christ’s 
second coming. He is circulating many false 
rumors about the Advent. As we open our news- 
papers we see from time to time news items 
about people who are pretending to be Christ. 

Jesus warned us against these “false Christs.” 
Read what He said in verses 4 and 5. 

Satan will even change himself into a being so 
glorious that people will be deceived into think- 
ing that he is Christ. The messenger of the Lord 
warns us about this in these words: 

“As the crowning act in the great drama of 
deception, Satan himself will personate Christ. 
The church has long professed to look to the 
Saviour’s advent as the consummation of her 
hopes. Now the great deceiver will make it ap- 
pear that Christ has come. In different parts of 
the earth, Satan will manifest himself among 
men as a majestic being of dazzling brightness, 
resembling the description of the Son of God 
given by John in the Revelation. The glory that 
surrounds him is unsurpassed by anything that 
mortal eyes have yet beheld. The shout of tri- 
umph rings out upon the air, ‘Christ has come! 
Christ has come!’ The people prostrate them- 
selves in adoration before him, while he lifts up 
his hands, and pronounces a blessing upon them, 
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as Christ blessed His disciples when He was upon 
the earth.... 

“But the people of God will not be misled. The 
teachings of this false christ are not in accord- 
ance with the Scriptures.”—The Great Contro- 
versy, pp. 624, 625. 

For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
p. 625, par. 3. 

THINK how carefully we must study the Scrip- 
tures to be able to recognize Satan’s great decep- 
tion. 


Pray that you may not be deceived by Satan. 


MONDAY 
All Will See Him 


Open your Bible to Revelation 1. 


When Satan appears as Christ, not all will see 
him at once. He will not have the power to ap- 
pear in every part of the world at the same time. 
The Bible clearly tells us that when Christ comes, 
however, He will be seen by everyone. Read 
verse 7. 

Christ said, ‘For as the lightning cometh out 
of the east, and shineth even unto the west; so 
shall also the coming of the Son of man be” 
(Matt. 24:27). 


feiting. It will be universally known—witness 





“This coming, there is no possibility of less 


by the whole world.”—The Great Controversi 
p. 625. 

The messenger of the Lord describes the com- 
ing of the Lord in these words: 

“Soon there appears in the east a small black 
cloud, about half the size of a man’s hand. It is 
the cloud which surrounds the Saviour, and 
which seems in the distance to be shrouded in 
darkness. The people of God know this to be the 
sign of the Son of man. In solemn silence they 
gaze upon it as it draws nearer the earth, be- 
coming lighter and more glorious, until it is a 
great white cloud, its base a glory like consum- 
ing fire, and above it the rainbow of the cove- 
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nant. Jesus rides forth as a mighty conqueror. 
. .. As the living cloud comes still nearer, every 
eye beholds the Prince of life.”—-The Great Con- 
troversy, pp. 640, 641. 


For further heading: The Great Controversy, 
p. 641. 

THINK what a glorious day that will be when 
Christ comes and we recognize Him as Jesus our 
Saviour. 


Pray to be ready and waiting for Him when He 


comes. 
TUESDAY 
Coming in Glory 


Open your Bible to Luke 9. 

When a king is crowned or a president is in- 
augurated, there is a colorful procession in which 
all that makes a nation great is represented— 
the armed forces, the diplomatic corps, and 
every great organization that contributes to the 
strength of that nation. 

When Jesus comes, He will be surrounded 
with great glory—glory such as we have never 
seen nor imagined. Look in verse 26 and find 
in whose glory Jesus will appear. 

This glory is a threefold one—the glory of the 
Father, His own glory, and the glory of the 
angels. 

This description of the great procession when 
Christ comes is given us by the Spirit of 
Prophecy: 

“With anthems of celestial melody the holy 
angels, a vast unnumbered throng, attend Him 
on His way. The firmament seems filled with 
radiant forms,—‘ten thousand times ten thou- 
sand, and thousands of thousands.’ No human 
pen can portray the scene; no mortal mind is 
adequate to conceive its splendor.”—The Great 
Controversy, p. 641. 

For further reading: Early Writings, p. 15, 
par. 2; p. 16, par. 1 

THINK what a wonderful sight it will be to see 
Jesus in ali His glory and the glory of the Father 
and of the angels. 


RESOLVE that you will be a joyful witness of 
that great procession. 


T. K. MARTIN, ARTIST 


























































































WEDNESDAY 


He Comes to Finish the Work of Salvation 
Open your Bible to Hebrews 9. 


Jesus came to earth the first time to pay the 
price of sin—to give His life and shed His blood 
in sacrifice for our sins. He said of this mission, 
“The Son of man is come to seek and to save that 
which is lost” (Luke 19:10). By His sinless life 
and His death of sacrifice, He dealt a deadly 
blow to Satan. 

When Jesus comes the second time He will 
finish the work of freeing His children from the 
assaults of Satan. Verse 28 will tell you what 
He comes to do. 

Angels will be with Him, and they will gather 
together the “elect’—those who are chosen by 
God because they have chosen to love and serve 
God. They will come from every part of the 
earth (Matt. 24:31). 

For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
p. 485, par. 3. 


THINK what a wonderful day that will be when 
Christ cleanses the earth completely of sin. 

Pray to help hasten that day by doing your 
part for Christ.- 


THURSDAY 
He Comes to Establish His Kingdom 


Open your Bible to Revelation 11. 


Our world is made up of countries—kingdoms, 
republics, commonwealths, et cetera, that are 
constantly changing and are often at war with 
one another. There have been great world em- 
pires when one kingdom has dominated all the 
rest of the world, but one by one they have 
fallen, and their places have been taken by 
others. 

God gave King Nebuchadnezzar a dream of a 
great image, and then gave Daniel the meaning 
of it. He saw our troubled world divided against 
itself. Then he saw a stone cut out without hands 
smite the image that represented the empires of 
the world, and it became great and filled the 
whole world. This stone represented Christ’s 
kingdom that was to take the place of all earthly 
kingdoms and was to last forever. 

John, in one of his visions, saw an end of 
earthly kingdoms and the establishment of 
Christ’s everlasting kingdom. Read verse 15. 

When Christ comes the second time it will be 
to establish that kingdom for which we pray 
every time we repeat the Lord’s Prayer. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 314, pars. 3, 4. 

Tuink! Are you seeking God’s kingdom with 
all your heart? 


Pray to make this your first interest. 
FRIDAY 


NAME some of the ways in which Satan tries to 
imitate the coming of Christ to the earth. (Sun- 
day’s and Monday’s assignments.) 

NAME the people who will see Christ at His 
second appearing. (Monday’s assignment.) 

NAME the beings who will accompany Christ 
when He comes the second time to earth. (Tues- 
day’s assignment.) 

NAME the ways in which Christ came to seek 
and to save the lost. (Wednesday’s assignment.) 

NAME the people whom the angels will gather 
together when Christ comes. (Wednesday’s as- 
signment.) 

NAME the prophet who saw a vision of world 
empires and of Christ’s everlasting kingdom. 
(Thursday’s assignment.) 

NAME the objective we should all 
(Thursday’s assignment.) 


Review the memory verse. 
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The Wild Red Cow 
From page 19 





going to Milpitas for something. About four 
o'clock he drove up to the weather-beaten 
shed next to the chicken coop and put 
something in the shed. Judy ran and peeked 
in. There stood the nicest little Jersey calf 
she had ever seen. Her hair was like tan 
velvet, and her eyes were deep brown like 
those of Judy's cousin’s Jersey. 

Judy realized that she should be very 
happy, but she wasn’t. She felt too bad about 
Jezebel. 

“How do you like her, Judy?” her father 
asked. “She cost a lot of money, but she’s 
the first pure-bred animal we've ever had.” 

“Oh, she’s fine,” Judy said, because she 
couldn’t bear to hurt her father’s feelings. 

Mother came and looked at the calf too. 

“Don’t you think she is too young to be 
taken from her mother?” she asked. 

“Well, she is a mite puny, but I think 
she'll make out all right. The mother died 
just yesterday.” 

“Oh.” 

Judy’s father milked Jezebel an hour 
early that night so he could have some warm 
milk for the calf. 


“It’s going to be a lot of trouble to buy 
milk for the calf when Jezebel’s gone,” he 
said to Judy, “but that wild red cow has 
got to go!” 

Judy's father had no luck at all getting 
the calf to drink the milk. Even when he 
dipped his fingers into it and offered them to 
the calf to suck, she turned her head away. 
Judy thought she seemed too little and weak 
even to try to drink from the pail. 

Judy’s mother and father both tried again 
later that evening. Judy heard her father 
admit that he thought the calf was too young 
to be separated from its mother. Before they 
went in to bed, father made sure Jezebel 
was still chained to the willow tree. 

Judy was just drifting off to sleep when 





she heard Jezebel’s loud mooing. She 
pounded on the wall that separated her bed- 
room from her parents’. 

“Daddy! Wake up! Something's wrong 
with Jezebel!” 

“Oh, that. Go to sleep.” 

Judy heard the most terrible crashing and 
banging noise. It sounded as if the cow was 
trying to tear the shed down. 

Judy dashed out the back door, her father 
and mother close behind her. 

“Look at Jezebel, Daddy! She's tearing 
down the shed!” 

“Oh, no!” father groaned. 

The red cow charged against the shed 
again and again. Before Judy’s father could 





Watch for 
“SINGER ON THE SAND" 
by Norma R. Youngberg 


Thrilling new serial beginning in January 





stop her, the whole side of the shed gave 
way under her attack. To Judy's surprise, 
Jezebel rushed up to the little calf and 
nuzzled her close. Judy saw her father’s 
mouth open wide when Jezebel began to 
feed the calf as if it were her own. 

“Well,” he said. “It looks as though 
Jezebel finally did something good for a 
change.” 

“But what about the shed?” mother asked. 

“The shed was too close to the house 
anyway. I'll have to build a new barn so 
Jezebel can take proper care of her adopted 
baby.” 

Judy threw her arms around her father’s 
neck. “Oh, Daddy! I don’t know when I’ve 
ever been so happy!” 
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REMARKABLE ROCKS—4 





Beauty Underground 


There is a hole in the middle of an apple or- 
chard, and down that hole went fifty Pathfinders 
not long ago. They didn’t come up for more than 
two hours, for it took them that long to explore 
the mile of passageways beneath. Invisible from 
above, there was a beautiful pool down there, sur- 
rounded by lovely formations. 

There are many more beautiful formations in the 
caves shown here, the Endless Caverns of Virginia, 
above, and Carlsbad Caverns, left. 

The cascade at the left is solid rock. It is called 
the Frozen Niagara and is in Carlsbad’s Big Room, 
a huge hall three quarters of a mile long, with a 
ceiling 250 feet high. 

Most caves occur in areas where the ground is 
largely made up of limestone. The water picks u 
some carbonic acid from here and there. Then 
when it flows through the limestone it dissolves 
it, washes it away, and leaves holes, which are 
the caves. Dripping water forms stalactites and 
stalagmites. Stalactites hang down. Remember, 
they have to hold on sight (stalactite) or they 
would fall. 

Get your Pathfinder Club to visit a cave. You'll 
be amazed at the beauty you'll discover under- 
ground. 
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